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get our hands on any money, so ever since we've had to get along on
what we wore when we got away."
" Captain Grant and Captain Campbell, they formed us into
companies/9 another ragged soldier said. " We fought the rebels
when they were burning Loyalist farms, but when they got to out-
numbering us ten to one, we had to run for it. Captain Grant and
Captain Campbell, they led us across to Staten Island and got us out
to the King's ships at Sandy Hook. We lived on 'em three months,
till they sailed up here a week ago."
" How'd it happen the ships' officers didn't supply you with
clothes ? " I asked.
The men stared at me blankly. One of them said, " I guess they
didn't have any to spare."
Captain Cunningham's aide undertook to explain the situation.
" They're not on any establishment, Mr. Wiswell. They haven't even
been reviewed, nor are their officers regularly appointed. They just
appeared here a few days ago, and there isn't anything they don't
want ! * Morning, noon and night they're standing around while their
so-called officers ask for this and that and t'other,"
I looked at him hard, wondering if he could be speaking in all
seriousness. I saw that he was.
" Where can I find your officers ? " I asked the ragged men.
They shook their heads, " They're on the go all the time," one
said. " Captain Grant and Lieutenant Hewlett, they're usually around
the commissary general's. Captain Campbell and Lieutenant Taylor,
they spend their time waiting in officers' tents."
Cunningham's aide laughed abruptly. " Keep clear of those
officers, Mr. Wiswell : if you ever run into *em, they'll dry you up
telling you their troubles."
" Here's Lieutenant Hewlett now," a man said.
A young man about my own age, wearing a threadbare blue
uniform coat patched at the elbows and on the cuffs with scarlet,
trotted on to the dock. From his belt hung an old iron-hilted ship's
cutlass. " All right, men," he shouted. " The captain's got twenty
fathoms of cod line for us, and a thousand feet of lumber ; also
permission to pitch camp. Fall in ! "
The ragged soldiers gabbled excitedly and formed themselves in
line.
I spoke to the lieutenant. " Lieutenant Hewlett, my name's
Wiswell. I'm from Boston, and I'd certainly like to help you if I can.
How does it happen these men of yours can't get decent clothes ? "
Hewlett ran a quick eye over me. " Well, Mr. Wiswell, we're not
on the establishment. If we can get on the establishment, we'll
probably be all right"